i^2               THE   TIME   OF   MY  LIFE
What measures  would  he   use  on  the violent ward   in  San
Antonio?
I could imagine him there around midnight, silvery moon-
beams filtering down through the lonely chaparral where coyotes
howled their mournful dirges in her honour, and through the
heavily screened window where a moon-struck maniac joined in a
mad refrain which nothing less than a shot of apomorphia would
still. What would he do? In theory his indicated remedy should
work, but I doubted if he would have the will and patience to
search for it
Having no claim to such distinction, I nevertheless enjoyed
many advantages accruing to a protege of the dean. For a time my
medical agnosticism amused and intrigued him; it was, he said,
the only flaw in what seemed to be a well-proportioned adolescent
mind. But at length he had come to realize that I was not wholly
adolescent, and to doubt if the pernicious heresy to which I had
been subjected in the asylum's pharmacy and elsewhere could be
completely eradicated. He advised me not to neglect materia
medica; the light of understanding would eventually be revealed
to me, but in the meantime I should go in for surgery.
As an operating surgeon Dr. Ward stood high among his
colleagues and second to none in the eyes of his rich and dis-
criminating clientele. This is not to say he was a popular operating-
room teacher of surgery; he was lacking in those qualities which
enable many able men to dramatize themselves and their work at
the same time. During my senior year I was privileged to see him
in action at close range on scores of occasions, usually standing at
his elbow and sometimes assisting him. But his absorption in
what he was doing was so great he spoke no unnecessary word.
Later he would discuss the case at length, perhaps compliment
me on handing him the right instrument at the right instant, or
on not becoming ill at the sight and smell of blood, or on having
kept out of his way. He would then advise me to go home and
read it up, He held that one should first learn by observing, then
refresh one's memory by reading and acquire skill by doing.
One of my most vivid recollections is of a crowded amphitheatre
in the old City and County Hospital. An internationally famous
French surgeon, at whose feet had sat many an ambitious neophyte
ill the hope erf" improving his art, was to perform a disarticulation
at the Mp-jomt, then a rather formidable operation. Dr. Ward had